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HE following Verſes were ſent to the Publiſher by an 
88 B. unknown Hand, and as they are not ſaid to be tranſlated 
ES fr07,7: the Perſian, Chineſe, Japoneſe, or any other 

Eaſtern, or foreign Tongue, it is judg'd they were written in the 
Language they are here preſented to the World. They ſeem too 
not to want the Original maſculine Spirit of a Britiſh Author, 
who has been converſant in Courts, and appears to be no Stranger 
to what paſſes in our Scene of Action. A Love for plain Truth, 
native Freedom, and conſiſtent Principles, runs quite through 
them, but Faction and all its ſpecious falſe Pretences he ſeems 
to be an Utter Enemy to. 


There are who te anſy they have a Privilege to cenſure Thoſe in 
Power by a ſervile Imitation of others, perhaps too from ſome 


private Diſguſt, or rather from a pręſumptuous Opinion of their 


own forward Parts, flatter d and applauded doubil:ſs by a Party, 
who are laviſh in parcelling out among their Proſelytes the Land 
of Promiſe which they are likely never to poſſeſs, but then for their 
Security they do it in Diſguiſe, tho in ſo coarſe a manner, that 
their Deſign is eaſily ſeen through. But our Author ſhews him- 


ſelf to be above ſuch low Artifices, giving due Praiſe to what all 
fides have at one time or other allow'd to be praiſexrorthy, and 


blaming 
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2 Thoſe who have been equally acknowledg'd by all to have 
deſerv d Cenſure, without any other Incitement, as appears, than 
that of flanding up in defence of Injur d Merit, and Revil'd 


Authority. 


'Tis pity this Gentleman's Affairs, or more probably his eager 


Defire to improve himſelf by a perſonal Enquiry into the Man- 


ners, Cuſtoms, and Governments of other Countries, have carried 
him abroad, elſe one might reaſonably judge that a Writer of his 
Caft would have been of no little Uſe at home, and perhaps in 
leſs exceptionable Mays than that of Poetry, eſpecially at a Func- 
ture when young Men without Experience, whoſe Time of Life 
might perhaps well enough juſtify their Endeavours at turning a 


Perſe, or compoſing a Tale, ſet up all at once to Reform the State, 


while old Stagers, who are going out of the World, uſe their 
utmoſt Efforts to leave it in Trouble aud Confuſion. 


This is what a perfectly difintereſted Hand, ſolicited by the 
Printer to introduce the following Poem into the World, has 
thought fit to premiſe upon this Occaſion. To have ſaid leſs would 
not have anſwer'd up to his Opinion of the Performance, and to 
have added more would have been ſuperfluous. 
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HEN Worth, like yours, with native Candour 
WW join d, 

Gives Proof undoubted of no Vulgar Mind, 
With Joy, my Friend, I your Commands obey, 
© And fly to meet you more than half the Way. 


You grant Retirement is the Wiſer Choice, 
But Few, you ſay, attend to Wiſdom's Voice. 
« What, quit the flattering Hopes of Rank and Power, 
« When Fortune ſmiles, renounce the Shepherd's Hour, 
« Or when for faithful Service rais d on high, 
« Deſert old Friends, and with the Times comply; 
« And, what ſeems harder yet to Fleſh and Blcod, 
Leave Bedford-Head Repaſts for Rural Food, 
« Prefer to Party-Wiles a fair Renown, 
And quit for dull Retreat the ſprightly Town, 


« Courts, 
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« Courts, Drawing-Rooms, Aſſemblies, Operas, Plays, 
« A Stag to murder, or a Fox to chaſe, 

« Or when the couching Dog his Game has ſet, 

« To draw th' unheeding Partridge to the Net; 

« Remain unactive in theſe Broils of State, 

Nor ſhine but in ſome Borough-Club Debate? 

Can ſuch Philoſophy true Patriots pleaſe ? 

© Suits ſuch a Doctrine buſy Times, like Theſe ? 


« When O' Anders, guided by an artful Hand, 
Spreads rank Sedition thro' a poiſon'd Land, 
« Attempts th' unwary Subject to beguile, | 
« And frights with Phantoms our deluded Iſle, 
« Seeks to deſtroy the Root of Britain's Peace, 
« And make the Revolutions Friends decreaſe, 
« Deccives the Feeble, captivates the Strong, 
« And with vain Dreams amuſes Old and Young, 
« Like cheating Fires by Night their Steps miſleads, 
« Where Bogs and Marſhes ſpread their ſinking Beds, 
« Or Thickets hide the hollow Mountain's Brow, 
« Or Torrents roll unheard thro' Vales below : 
« When J/higs and Tories ſhamefully combine, 
And in fantaſtick Schemes abſurdly join, 
When Party-Feuds are grown to ſuch a Height, 
« That Foes embrace, and Oppoſites unite, 


When monſtrous Births without the leaſt Diſguiſe 


Di grace fair Nature, and her Laws deſpiſe, 


« When, 
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« When Diſſertations upon Parties writ 

« With rankeſt Malice, are cry'd up for Wit, 

« Whoſe Author, from his Gall's unending Store 

« Has there outleapt the Bounds he kept before, 

« While, righteous Patriot, as he would be thought, 


« He finks th' enormous Ills which once he wrought, 

« And tho, like S;/yphrus, he toils in vain, 

« Th unwearied Labourer ſtill renews his Pain. 

« When modern Per/ian Tales keep up the Ball, 

« Leſt Caleb's Force decay d ſhould let it fall. 

Is This a Time, you argue, to Retire, 

« When Faction's Brand would ſet the World on Fire? 


And yet ſagacious Tully once withdrew 
In Storms, like Theſe, and was commended too. 


For when, too weak to ſtem the Flood, he ſaw 
That Vice prevail'd, and Force to Right gave Law, 


A well-weigh'd Prudence taught him to endure 
The Wrongs he daily wept, but could not cure. 
Change but the Scene, and others may be found 
As wiſe as Cicero on Britiſh Ground. 

There was a Time, nor ancient is the Date, 
When faithful Verus ſteer d the Bark of State. 
Firm to his Country's Cauſe, in Buſineſs Bred, 
Early he choſe in Virtue's Paths to tread. 
Laborious, Watchful, and ſo nicely Juſt, 

He ſcorn d by Cunning to diſgrace his Truſt. 


Round 
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Round Dealing was the honeſt Way he us d, 
Suitors were ſoon diſpatch'd, but not amus d. 
A ſhort, decifive Anſwer ſuited beſt 


With one, who wore no Doublings in his Breaſt. 


So fond a Parent, and a Friend fo true, 


He ſcem'd to entertain no other View, 
Yet Blood nor Friendſhip could the Stateſman ſway 


The ſtronger Ties of Duty to betray, 


Thus faſhion'd, when he found that Order ceas'd, 


And high-flown Claims from Party-Views increas'd, 
That Diſcontent, by wild Ambition led, 

Caball'd each Hour, and rear'd her Hydra Head, 
That Honour, Gratitude, and Senſe of Shame 
Were mock'd, and Virtue counted but a Name, 
Fatigu'd with vain Efforts to vanquiſh Strife, 

He fled from Publick Care to Private Life, 

Breath'd Air untainted at his Rural Seat, 

And ſoon forgot that ever He was Great. 


Should Two ſuch Patterns of uncommon Size 
Prove inſufficient, fee a Third ariſe. 
Ere Verus made a Truce with Toil and Care, 
He brought Bracillus in the Helm to ſhare, 
Second to none in Worth, Quick-ſighted, Juſt, 
None better fill'd, or more adorn'd his Truft. 
To foreign Labours train d, he ſaw and grac'd 
The Weſtern Courts, 1heria's Maxims trac'd, 
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Where golden Tagus to the Ocean flows, 

And next where Camoens, fourth from Homer, roſe, 
He warn'd Braganza to withſtand the Pride 

Of tow'ring Gaul, and won him to our Side. 

From this ſucceſsful Scheme, with Labour wrought, 
Imperial Mary prov'd the Monarch's Lot. 


With new Inſtructions arm'd, the Legat flew 
O'er the White Alps old Friendſhips to renew, 
In deep Diſtreſs intrepid Victor ſaw, 

Whom neither Force could tame, nor Ruin awe, 
Extoll'd his Courage, waited on his Fate, 

Till one ſure Blow retriev'd his vanquiſh d State. 
The Fortune of that Day Bracillus ſhar d, 


And reap'd on his Return a Juſt Reward. 
Thro' different Stations well-deſerv'd he paſt, - 


And ev'ry Poſt he fill'd alike he grac'd. 

So ſteady were his Steps, ſo true his Zeal 

For Brunſwick's Safety, and the Publick Weal, 
That when an Exile's Cauſe was in Debate, 
Whoſe wicked Arts had almoſt ſunk the State, 
Still uniform, he differ'd with the Throng, 
That lightly voted what he thought was wrong. 
His piercing Foreſight by th' Event appears, 
And Time, alas! has juſtify'd his Fears. 


Before this dire Epoch Geet Concord ſmil'd, 
No ſacred Characters were then Revil'd, 
B The 
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The Springs of Government were clean and ſtrong, 
Joy fill d each Eye, and flow'd from ev'ry Tongue. 
No Phaeton beyond his Province ſoar d, 

Calm was the Senate, and the Prince ador'd. 

No Murmurs echo d thro' our happy Plains, 
George rul'd in Peace, and Walpole held the Reins. 
A milder Prince the Scepter never {way'd, 

Nor milder Miniſter his Will obey d. 

No ſooner Dolom for his Country's Sins 

Reviews his Native Earth, but Strife begins. 

Foul Faction's poiſonous Breath pollutes the Land, 
Sedition roars, and Laws are at a Stand. 

No Bounds are kept, no Decency maintain'd, 
Falſe Facts, and falſe Deſigns are baſely feign'd. 


Injurious Libels daily Venom ſpread, 
And Party-Rancour lifts her threatning Head, 


Who wonders, if amidſt ſuch raging Fires 
Bracillus mourns his Country, and Retires ? 


To ſee, tho one the Species of Mankind, 
How vaſtly various is the Human Mind, 
What Whims unſettle ſome, and others fix, 
For what Deſigns Repugnant Tenets mix, 
How rarely Faction gains her wicked End, 
And tho ſelf-conſcious, how averſe to mend, 
Led by a Few, whoſe Pride, Revenge, or Hate 
To cruſh their Foes would facrifice the State : 
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To ſee this Jumble, without Form or Plan 
Contriv'd to laſt, poſſeſs the Soul of Man, 

As if Wiſe Providence, that plac'd him here, 
Left him without a Guide his Courſe to ſteer ; 
To mark whole Nations in Confuſion hurl'd, 
Like the firſt Chaos, ere was fram'd the World ; 
To ſee this Maſs of Inconſiſtent Things 

Extend from ſhackled Slaves to Scepter'd Kings, 
Might haply tempt ſome S9phis to advance 
That all below the Moon was rul'd by Chance. 
Y But Eyes that ſee, and Minds that think, diſdain 
N To hold a Doctrine ſo abſurdly vain. 

Has not each Scheme, which Art or Wit can draw, 
Its Cauſe, and its Effect, by Nature's Law ? 


Directs not every Faculty its Way, 
As Reaſon guides, or ſtronger Paſſions ſway ? 


How oft do Vice and Virtue fink and riſe, 

Like Springs, which Drought exhauſts, or Rain ſupplies, 

Juſt as the Courſe of Times or Modes prevails, | 
As looſe Example gains, or ſtricter fails? = 
Thus in one Age a Zeal for Freedom runs, 
The next perhaps its beſt Defenders ſhuns. | 1 


This Point allow'd, what Scepticł can deny 
But as when Tempeſts ſweep the Nether Sky, 
And ſhake the Globe, old Ocean's Channels roar, 
And mocking Belgia's Dy kes o'erflow the Shore, 
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Till Mounds more lofty from behind repel! 
Th' impetuous Billows, and their Fury quell. 
So where Domeſtick Strife a State divides, 

And Thirſt of Sway contending Parties guides, 
(For ſpite of all Pretexts, tis Power alone 
That moves their Chiefs to urge Diſſenfion on 
Mock-Patriots rage, impatient of Controul, 
And in their firſt Attack like Torrents roll, 
With Clamour's Aid, and many a falſe Pretence, 
Tranſgreſs the Bounds of Duty and of Senfe, 
Till Freedom's laſt Defences ſtronger found 


Her Foes recoil, too weak to ſtand their Ground. 


We grant when Party-Broils divide the Great, 
And Diſcord threatens to diflolve the State, 
"Tis Duty then to lend a helping Hand 
To fave in her Diſtreſs our Mother-Land. 
Nor own we leſs, as ſtands the Human Frame, 
Whoſe Ruling Paſſions are in moſt the fame, 
How hard it is to gain or to reſign 
An envied Poſt, where Rank and Profit join. 
But which the ruder Task, to- quit, or gain, 
A Recent Caſe the Problem may explain. 


Priſcus, who long had prefs'd to be employ'd, 
Tho' oft Repuls'd, at laſt his Wiſh enjoy d. 
Plac'd on a foreign Stage he play d his Part, 


And learnt his Trade by Practice more than Art. 
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His Poſt he kept till he was own'd the Dean 

Of all the Troop, and whiten'd on the Scene. 

Yet ſuch was found his unaſpiring Soul, 

He toil'd contented with an Under-Roll. 

Tho' mated ftill by ſome ſuperior Name, 

As Mills by Wilks of late Theatrick Fame, 

Pleas'd in the Main, fince what he earn'd was paid, 
He laugh'd, and fatten'd with the Gains he made. 
But as, fince Man was fram'd, no State below 

Was e'er exempt from ſome degree of Woe, 

The Sweets he gather'd from his Publick Life 
Were all imbitter'd by a Scraping Wife, 

Unequal, always fick, yet ſwell'd with Pride, 

By fits Religious, and a Shrew beſide. 

At length by courſe of Time and Service broke, 
Thus to a Brother Minifler he ſpoke. 

« O Friend, inform me of ſome lonely Cell 

« Where ſoft Repoſe, and true Contentment dwell. 
« Grown old in Tumult, and fatigu'd with Toll, 
« I long to ſettle in ſome Peaceful Soil, 

« Where no wing'd Meſſengers with Plans and Schemes 
« Arrive at Dead of Night, or haunt my Dreams. 
« Beſide, when once the Sun withdraws his Heat, 
Nature and Prudence Both adviſe Retreat, 

« To wind our Bottoms ere our lateſt Breath, 
And ſeek an Interval 'twixt Life and Death.“ 


« Pleas'd 
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Pleas d with a Thought fo Juſt, his Friend replies, 

« A Place like that you want has bleſt my Eyes. 

« In Yaud's delightful Slope, which Mountains bound, 
Where Vintage-Mirth, and Harveſt-Homes are found, 
„Near Lemans Lake, beneath whoſe Silver Tide 
The rapid Rhone's unmingled Waters glide, 

« A Villa ſtands, not unremark d by Fame, 

« Where Ludlow dwelt, and Yevay is its Name. 

« Renown'd in War, and vanquiſh'd but by Fate, 

« From Cromwel!'s Tyranny, and Charles's Hate 

« The guilty, tho' well-meaning Rebel fled 

« A willing Exile here, to fave his Head. 

« In this ſweet Spot, remote from Care and Strife, 
The thoughtful Chief retrac'd his former Life, 

« Felt no Reproach, where Conſcience was his Guide, 
„But liv'd unanxious, and as calmly dy'd. 

« Who wonders then, that reads upon his Tomb, 

« Here lies the Foe of Slavery, and Rome ? ” 
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Mov'd with the fair Deſcription, Priſcus pray'd 
He ſo might die, and ſaid his Choice was made. 
Fond of Retirement he was fully bent 
To end his Days at Vevay in Content. 

But, ah, how frail is Mortal Man's Device! 7 
Who counts without his Wife muſt reckon twice. 
No ſooner had the Dame his Purpoſe ſcan'd, 

But with an Air, accuſtom'd to command, 
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Like ſome fierce Southwind's Blaſt ſhe rais'd her Voice, 

And thus reprov'd his raſh, ill-grounded Choice. 

« What, gaily quit Appointments, ſuch as ours, 

« More duly paid, than Spring produces Flowers, 

« Renounce a Publick Poſt, which Envy draws, 

« And Sacred Rights, ſcarce limited by Laws, 

« (For tho' we ſhine but in the Third Degree, 

What Legat is more privileg'd than We?) 

« To act a private Roll in Parts Remote, 

© And ſpend our Gains, where Nothing's to be got? 

« Air, Diet, Peace perhaps may add to Health, 

« But can an Income loſt increaſe our Wealth ? 

« Immur'd in Mountains, where eternal Snow 

« Melts but to freeze, and leſſens but to grow, 

% Soon ſhould we mourn in Anguiſh, Want, and Pain 

« Our humble Station left, but mourn in vain, 

« Who in his Wits would harbour Thoughts, like Theſe ? 

« What Life without a Poſt can ever pleaſe ? ” 

She faid, and flouncing out, as if ſhe flew, 

Chairs, Tables, Standiſh, Papers down ſhe threw, 

Drag d by her Hoop; In ſuch a ſudden Fright 

What Secrets might have been expos'd to Light, 

Had ſome {ly Dealer in the prying Way 

With Argus Eyes been preſent at the Fray ? | 
Amaz d, poor Priſcus, to avoid the Roar | 
Of ſuch another Storm, till plies the Oar. 


Hear 
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Hear next the Counſel, ere this Point we wave, 
Which once fam'd Rocheſter to Savil gave. 
When now from Embaſlies return'd he fought 
A Poſt, not difproportion'd, as he thought, 
To Service paſt, the Helm of State, no leſs, 
(The Juſt Tranſition eaſy one would gueſs ) 
His Plans for Power adjuſted in a Trice, 
And rais'd with Hope, he ask'd his Friend's Advice. 
His Purpoſe heard: T d rather chooſe to dwell 
« In Ruſſiam Snows, or in a Hermit's Cell, 
“ Replies the Peer, than act at any rate 
« On Britain's Stage the Miniſter of State. 
« If Wiſe, Friend Harry, thou would'ſt aim no more 
At ſuch a Poſt, than Flocks would quit the Shore 
« To risk a Paſſage o'er ſome rapid Flood, 
« And leave known Paſture for uncertain Food, 
« Or Boys would venture up a Crabtree's Height 
« For Fruit, which Hogs below, unſtary'd, would ſlight. 
« Beſides in Courts who Rifes but to Fall? 
« What Footing's fure upon a ſhelving Ball ? 
« The Wretch, who ſpurns the humble Vale to tread 


% Olympus Top, or Tenerif's pointed Head, 


« Soon, giddy grown, regrets the Plains beneath, 
« Where wiſer Peaſants without Danger breathe. ” 
The ſage Advice prevail'd, and grew the Theme 
Of publick Talk, yet paſs'd but for a Dream, 
Till Savil prov'd the Thing was more than Sport 
By quitting once for all the Town and Court. 
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If to the Service of the State be join'd 
For Wealth and Rank a certain Bent of Mind, 
Beware you reckon not without your Hoſt, 
Goods, dearly purchas'd, ſeldom quit the Coſt. 
Rank, Power, and Place were Great Godolphin's Lot, 
But did he gain by Theſe a fingle Groat ? 
His Fame aroſe from Publick Deeds alone, 
Tis true in Britain's Good he found his own, 
But private Wealth he deem'd not worth his Care, 
And only left his Father's to his Heir, 
Who, genuine Offspring of a matchleſs Sire, 
Bounds to his Country's Weal his ſole Deſire. 


Even He, who drove the former from his Poſt, 
And, nurs'd by Faction, made her Arts his Boaſt, 
Who like the Ruſtick in the Fable far'd, 
That warm'd the Snake, whoſe Sting was his Reward : 
What to his Son bequeath'd he, when he died ? 
A dear-bought Title; left he ought beſide ? 
Hence may we ſee that Rank, and Wealth, and Sway, 


Tho' Years acquiring, periſh in a Day. 


But ſtill you urge that He, who holds the Reins, 
Tho croſs d by Faction, his high Poſt maintains, 
Supports our Iſle in Credit and in Peace, 

While unrelaxing Wars abroad increaſe, 

Whoſe ſteady Zeal amidſt oppoſing Crowds 

From bold Sedition's Darts his Perſon ſhrouds ; 
C 
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Happy 
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Happy to ſerve a King, whoſe gracious Smile 

Protects the Man, in whom he finds no Guile. 

From this Rare Pattern you your Text purſue, 

That ſome in Courts are lucky, tho' but Few, 

That high Concerns of State we ought to range 

With different Years, ſome ſmooth, ſome prone to Change; 
Theſe, like a gentle Stream, fo ſoftly glide, 

That to our Eyes ſcarce moves the flowing Tide, 

While others, ſwell'd with Rage, like Torrents foll, 
Which neither Force can ſtern, nor Skill controll, 

Juſt as unequal Times Occaſion give, 

As Union guides, or Diſcontents arrive. 

Some, various-hued, nor good nor bad we name, 

And ſome, as turn Events, we praiſe or blame. 

Who doubts theſe Truths? yet ſtill you'll grant me This, 
What's well we ſlight, but Roar at what's amiſs. 


Thus on a tottering Baſe Pominion ſtands, 
Like a tall Fabrick Guilt on tioving Sands, 
Whoſe Bottom yielding in a Soil wunſoutd, 
Soon brings the SuperſtruQure to the Ground. 
Yet Wealth, we find, and Eloquence, and Fame, 
If Power be wanting, ſcarce deſerve a Name. 
To prove this Point, if common Vouchers fail, 
You need but liſten tb tlie following Tale. 


Craſſus, as ſome 'ippr6vd Nembirs relate, 
Once ſerv'd the Curt, and figur d in the State. 
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With Parts for Action fit his Zeal was ons 
His Voice ſonorous, yoluble his Toi 

In all Committees none diſcharg'd d his Tack 
With better Grace, or more without a Mask, 
Whether to fift the dark Intrigues of Thoſe 
Who join d in private with the Nation's F. oes, 
Or form Reports propitious to the State, 

Or manage en Second ſome warm Debate: 
Till caught in crafty Dalons ſubtle Snare 


The Name of Swbaltern he could not bear. 


Fidus, a truſty Friend, was ſent for trait, 
Diſſatisfy' d, like him, but more ſedate, 

Whoſe Air compos d, and whoſe affected Flegm 
In publick made him leſs prefumptuous ſeem. 


But Treaties and Records by Heart A knew, 

And Party-Schemes with great Acuteneſs drew. 

To Him arriv'd, with wild, diſorder d Mien 

Thus Craſſus at his Entrance vents his Spleen. 

« Of you, my Friend, your Fellow-Labourer ſeeks 
« Advice, then lend an Ear to what he ſpeaks. 

« Shall I, who yield i in Wealth, perhaps i in Fame, 
« To Few, be cozen'd with a ſecond N ame ? 

« Whoſe Frowns, or what Reverſe have I to fear ? 
Nis known that I have Thouſands, by the Year. 
Who in my Place would be.Grimalkin's Paw 
The roaſted Cheſnuts from the F lames to draw 


In Buſineſs or Diſcourſe his Words were few, I 
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« For Bertrand's Uſe, at his Commands to ſtoop, 


Watch for his Nod, and boaſt to be his Dupe ? 
Whole Years to toil, by Time and Service worn, 
And ſtill a S,4a/terz, can This be born ? 


Fidus, who ſaw his Drift, replies, © "Tis true, 
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Your Cafe is hard, but can you better do? 

Better, no doubt. With Dolon he'd engage, 

And Dalous Friends, the Patriots of the Age, 

Nor would he leave their Band, till Thoſe he hates N 
Were out, and Fortune thunder'd at his Gates 

To offer him Carte blanche. The Proſpect's fair, 

(Says Fidus then) but would you ſtop, when there? 

Who doubts it (with a Grin retorts his Friend?) 

What Courſers puſh beyond. the Race's End ? 

Say, would'it thou not be wrapt in Joy to ſee 

Our brave Third Edward's Garter bind my Knce, 

'The Azure Ribbon. o'er my Shoulder caſt, 

With England's Patron dangling at my Waiſt; 

A blazing Star imboſs d upon my Coat, 

And crouching Senates, as I dictate, Vote ? 

What follows next? To hold the gilded Reins, 

And drive Corruption from the tainted Plains, 

Make Foes unite, and Party-Rage ſubſide, | 
And Coalition my Support and Pride. = 
But where's your Wand (fays Fidus, with a Laugh) | 
Mean you to Lord it thus. without the Staff ? 

You rave, my Dear, for ist not all a Cafe 

With or without it, fo one has the Place? 
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« That Thruſt (ſays t'other) was well- puſh'd at leaſt, 
« But now ſuppoſe you mounted on your Beaſt, 

« Sole Miniſter, will haughty Dolon ſtoop, 

« And deign to be of Him he rais'd the Dupe ? 

« Will He, who bounds within himſelf his View, 

« With Patience fee the Helm ufurp'd by you? 

« Will all the Leaders of the Patriot-Band, 


« That ſtrive for Sway, ſubmit to your Command? 


« Will Thoſe, who dare their Native Land inflame 
« For Power and Place, bear your Superior Name? 
« What think you of This Bar to your Delight? 

« I think you would a Child with Goblins fright. 

« When once ſecur'd within the Lines of Power, 

« Tl ruin all their Batteries in an Hour. 

« Should foul-tongu'd Caleb mouth it, as before, 

« I know the Way to make him ceaſe to Roar. 

« His black Deſigns I've ſifted to a Hair, 

« Then let him bawl, and threaten, if he dare. 
This Barrier gain d, what next will you purſue ? 
« Ends here the Farce, or have you more to ſhew ? 
Then, ſneering Fidus, on This Sunny Hill 


« Lodg'd to our Soul's Content, we'll laugh our Fill. 


Thy Self, to Honours rais'd, ſhalt bear Thy Part, 
« By Truſt and Merit neareſt to-my Heart. 

Next to my Sphere Thy leſſer Orb ſhall- ſhine, 

« And One in Friendſhip we'll our labours join 

« To purge the Droſs and Rankneſs of the Soil, 

« And reap in Peace the Fruits of all our Toil.” 


Pauſing | 
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Pauſing awhile, thus anſwers in the End 

The cool Adviſer of his heated Friend. 

« What unpropitious Star controuls your Power 

« To take your Swing of Joy this inftant Hour ? 
Health, Affluence, Parts, and Years not yet declin d 
« Give Means ſufficient, had you but the Mind. 

« Your Plans of Greatneſs, now your Favourite Theme, 
« You'd find in Practice a deluſive Dream. 

« As on the Stage, when Booth pertorm'd his Part 

« With all the Force of Genius and of Art, 

« If long the Scene, we yawn'd, and wiſh'd 'twere done, 
< Impatient till a New, tho Worſe, came on. 

« 80 ſhould a ſecond Walfinghum ariſe, 

« Great as the Firſt, as Spotleis, and as Wile, 

« Ere Years were laps'd, the Burden of the Song 
Would run, What Pilot ever ſteer d ſo long ? 

« Tis Time he quit, we want another Guide, 

« One Syſtem long what Briton can abide ? 

« Thus, Crafſus, take a Friend's well-meant Advice, 
“Leave Dolon to his Fate, and Thou be Wile.” 


This Counſel, tho at firſt the Patriot's Sport, 
Was follow'd, and he made his Peace at Court. 
Tir'd with unanſwering Schemes, at length he try'd 
To gain by Stooping what he loſt by Pride. 

But how the Knot was faſten'd, or by whom, 
What Cenſures paſt at Paris, or at Rome, 
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Or what befell him in his New Purſuit, 

The Party-Authors of his Time diſpute. 

Some tax'd his Levity, ſome prais d his Skill, 
But none averr he reach'd his Summy Hill. 

From hence we gather that in Wiſdom's School 
The Steady Conduct is the ſafeſt Rule. 


Look round the different Ranks that fill the Town, 
The Throngs that haunt the Court, or wear the Gown, 
That toil in Commerce, or for Place conteſt, 

You'll find the Steady Dealers thrive the beſt, 

Who led by Principle take Honour's Road, 

And ſeek their private in the Publick Good. 

While others, not unconſcious how they fail 

In Merit's Weight, put Cunning in the Scale, 

Attempt by mean, ſiniſter Arts to Riſe, 
And to obtain their Aims move Earth and Skies. 


But what avails ſuch Conduct in the End? 
Had Hanno, when diſmiſs d, a ſingle Friend? 
Blazing awhile with Splendour, not his own, 
A ſudden Flaſh, the ſhort-liv d Meteor ſhone. 
But when the Vapour, that appear'd fo fair, 
Was once exhal'd, it burſt, and funk in Air. 
Could his Refuſal greater Lengths to run 
Atone for all the Wrongs already done ? 

If certain memorable Times we trace, 
What Briton is not ſtartled at thoſe Days? 
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The firſt Quadrennium ev'n of Nero's Reign ' 
Ran ſmoothly on, and paſs'd without a Stain. „ 
But who can ſay the Four concluding Years 4 
Of gracious Anne produc'd no Ground for Fears? 

In that fam'd juncture, can the Chymick Schemes, 

So near Projection, paſs for nought but Dreams? 

Can Europe's Safety, and Britannia's Fame, 

Confounded, be detach'd from Hanno's Name? 

Within That Period was there no Deſign 

To fruſtrate or diſtreſs the Brunſwick Line ? 

Was Urrecht's Peace, with Infamy obtain'd, 

For no concerted dangerous Purpoſe gain'd ? 

Deck'd with ſuch Enſigns who regards the Ground 

Where Hanno lies, or ſtamps not, where tis found? 


But what's the Bait preſaging Corax draws 
To plead with Warmth a once exploded Cauſe ? 
Have Promiſes prevail'd, that when the Hour 
Long look'd for comes, He too ſhall ſhare in Power ? 
Whence can a Change ſo unexpected ſpring ? 
Was it a Staff he wanted, or a String? 
And yet ſome ſignal Boons he had receiv'd, 
It Fame, not always falſe, may be believ'd. 
But many a Favour done, if one's deny'd, 
That one not granted, cancels all beſide. 


To prove this Truth ſome nameleſs Author tells 5 
He ſaw the following Scene which he reveals. _ 
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It chanc'd one Day, when Telius was alone, 
At leaſt he thought he was obſerv'd by none, 
Amidſt his Books and Pictures as he walk'd, 
Thus to Himſelf th'unguarded Stateſman talk'd. 
« Is't then for Thee, Thou Gugaw of a String, 
« That my whole Life has been upon the Wing, 


« Thro' toilſom Days, and ſleepleſs Nights has run, 


« For Thee, Thou Trifle, by a Weaver ſpun ? 

« At ſuch a Prize what Cynick would not laugh, 

« Unleſs ſupported by the Magick Staff, 

« Whoſe all-controuling Power, like Merlin's Wand, 
« Holds Earth, and Seas, and Stars at its Command ? 
« But That refus'd, This ſtout, indignant Breaſt, 

« Which feels the Worth it boaſts, contemns the reſt.” 
This faid, he pull'd the pendant String he wore 

With ſuch a Force, it dropt upon the Floor. 


But to return: What thin Diſguiſes wears 
Poor Corax to prevent the Blame he fears? 
Land-Armies, Fleets equipp'd in Times of Peace, 
Tho Europe bleeds, are Themes that never ceaſe. 
But are Theſe Seeds of daily Conteſt ſown 
More for his Country's Profit, than his Own ? 
Corruption, Places, Penſions are his Cue, 
But is it ſure they hide no private View? 
From Party-Rancour tis Men's Aims we gueſs, 
The Power they blame we judge they would poſſeſs. 
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Hence tis we learn that all their Noiſe and Hate 
Tend more to govern than reform the State. 


One Hint well-meant to Corax, ere ſhe end, 
The Muſe with honeſt Plainneſs dares commend. 
Tis drawn from ſober Sz/den's Table- talk, 
« Old Friends to live with, and old Shoes to walk“ 
The Sage approves, not urg'd by way of Joke, 
For by a Monarch he avers 'twas fpoke. 
Th' Advice is wholeſom, and deſerving Note, 
Nor leſs an old Remark, which others quote, 
That when from Party-Rage fierce Squabbles grow, 
The Hand that threatens oft receives the Blow. 


Thus, Sir, the Task which you injoyn'd is done, 
Perhaps my Zeal too great a Length has run. 
But Doubts, like yours, and caſt in fuch a Mould, 
Ask Skill to folve, and Leiſure to unfold, 
If in this rude Eſſay you haply find 
Some Hints not uſeleſs to a ductile Mind, 
Whoſe Bent, tho' wavering, ſeeks to ſhun Extreams, 
And real Life prefer to empty Dreams, 
Leſs anxious I ſhall quit my Native Shore 
To gain a Truce from Ills we Both deplore. 
Happy, if while Exotick Lands I tread. 
I learn that honeſt Views at home ſucceed, 
That many an Eye, grown dim with too much Light, 
Couch'd by our MWalpolès Hand recovers Sight, 
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That Faction, late fo daring, ſtrikes her Sails, 
And Truth, detach'd from Prejudice, prevails, 
That ancient Virtue in our Iſle revives, 

And ancient Honour, long neglected, thrives, 
That Senates, grown attentive to our Woes, 

Drive from amongſt our Selves our Worſt of Foes. 
Then, nor before, my purpos'd Tour ſhall end, 
Till then Adieu my Country and my Friend. 
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